GENEVA
her to kill herself or I will leave the court,

JUDGE. Senora: I forbid you to kill yourself. But I
will sentence the slayer of your husband when his
offence is proved; and by that act I will deliver you
from your dreams.

WIDOW.  I thank your Honor [she sits down}.

JUDGE.  Are you satisfied, Mr Battler?

BATTLER. I also thank your Honor. I am satisfied
\he resumes his seat; but his emotion has not yet quite
subsided"}.

BBDE.   No duel then?

BATTLER. Do not torment me. [Impatiently} Bardo:
you are a damned fool.

BBDE. [hugely amused"} Ha ha! [To the Judge*} The
incident is closed.

An attractive and very voluble middleaged ILnglish
lady enters. She is dressed as a deaconess and carries a
handbag full of tracts.

DEACONESS. May I address the court? [She goes on
without waiting for a reply}. I feel strongly that it is my
duty to do so. There is a movement in the world which
is also a movement in my heart. It is a movement be-
fore which all war, all unkindness, all uncharitable-
ness, all sin and suffering will disappear and make
Geneva superfluous. I speak from personal ex-
perience. I can remember many witnesses whose
experience has been like my own. I------

BBDE. [thundering at her} Madam: you have not
yet received permission to address us.

DEACONESS [without taking the slightest notice of the
interruption} It is so simple! and the happiness it
brings is so wonderful 1 All you have to do is to open

83